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Y as he Tank Engine started life as a simple 

'o toy made by the Reverend Wilbert 

awdry for his young son, Christopher. Soon there 

e bedtime stories about Thomas, tales which 
- complemented earlier favourites about Edward, 
Gordon and Henry: 

-Wilbert Awdry had no thoughts of becoming 
an author, but he soon found that he had to write 
his stories down, if only to ensure that he didn't 
make any mistakes on the numerous occasions he 
Was required to re-tell them. After much 
encouragement, however, he eventually submitted 
his work to a literary agent and his first book The 
Three Railway Engines was published in 1945. 
Thomas was to make his first appearance in 
Thomas the Tank Engine the year after, and James the 
Red Engine followed in 1948. 

These “small books for small hands” were the 
beginning of a marvellous publishing success 
story. Such was the demand from parents and 
children, Wilbert Awdry found himself adding 

| one new book every year to his famous Railway 
| Series. This remarkable sequence continued 

| unbroken until 1971, but it was Tramway Engines, 
| his twenty-sixth book, published the following 
year, which actually completed the series. 

Today, Thomas and his friends are known and 
loved by millions all over world; the original 
Railway Series books, in their novel postcard- 
sized format, continue to have a spellbinding 
fascination for children of all ages. 


Gathered together here, in one volume for the 
Very first time, are all twenty-six of the Reverend 
W. Awdry's classic books. This beautiful edition, 
introduced by a special Foreword from the author 
himself, includes new reproductions, from 
recently restored artwork, of the hundreds of 
colour illustrations in the series. The bold and 
brilliant colouring of these delightful illustrations, 
which amplifies so much of the humour in 


ute to the diverse draughtsmanship of C. 
Ñ eginald Dalby, ohn Kenney, and Peter and 
Gunvor Edw: es 
With an Afterword by Brian Sibley, broadcaster 
and 2uthor of T homas the Tank Engine Man, - 
the official biogra Y the Reverend W. Awdry 
adid collection provides a complete 
Me most endearing children's 
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Virmal Singh 


The illustrations in this book have been re-originated using the latest 
digital technology, and reproduced from newly restored artwork wherever 
possible. On the few occasions where il proved impossible to scan 
directly from the artevork, great care was taken to match the onginals, 
but some vanation in colour and quality may be noticeable. 
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Foreword 


DEAR FRIENDS, 


In my introduction to Thomas the Tank Engine — The Complete Collection 
[ have been asked to tell you about how the “Thomas” books came to be 
written. This is how it happened. 

When I was 3 or 4 years old my father used to take me for walks 
around his parish in Hampshire. Our favourite was the one to Baddesley 
Bridge where we would scramble up the embankment and walk along 
the line. No one ever turned us away. The plate-layers all knew my 
father, and were happy to talk to him about their work, in which they 
took a great pride. As far as 1 can remember there was no question 1 
ever asked my father about railways which he either could not answer, 
or did not know where to find the answer. 

He retired in 1916. We left Hampshire and settled at Box in 
Wiltshire. Our house was near the Great Western main line which here 
climbs for 2 miles at 1 in 100. A tank engine was kept at Box station, 
part of whose duties was to help goods trains up the incline. Lying in 
bed at night 1 would hear both engines snorting up the grade, and 
imagine in their puffings and pantings the conversation they were 
having with each other. 1 had no doubt at all that steam engines had 
personalities. 

Many years later in 1943, when I was curate at King's Norton, 
Birmingham, my three-year-old son caught measles and had to be 
amused. Í told him stories about engines which had to be made up on 
the spur of the moment, and drew on my childhood memories to do it. 
'Edward's Day Out, The Sad Story of Henry”, and “Edward and 
Gordon' were told over and over again. The wordage became fixed, and 
my son allowed no deviation! I wrote the stories down in pencil 


on scraps of paper for family use. 1 had no thought of getting them 
published. 


E 


Mrs Awdry thought otherwise. She kept telling me to do something 
about it, but could not say what! She told my mother about them. 
My mother had an idea. She wrote back saying that she was expecting a 
visit from a distant cousin whom she thought was connected with a firm 
of literary agents. He was coming in a day or two so “send the stories at 
once”. With no time to write a fair copy 1 sent the pencilled scraps of 
paper. Our cousin must have had imagination to see a future in those 
scraps! He hawked them around for several months before he found a 
publisher who had imagination too. This was Mr Edmund Ward of 
Leicester who said that he would accept the three stories on condition 
that I wrote a fourth getting Henry out of his tunnel and providing a 
happy ending. The book came out in 1945 and sold well. Thomas the 
Tank Engine came next; 1 was asked to write another and another! 
There are now 26 books in the series. 

Granted the fiction that steam engines have personality and can 
express it, everything else in the stories must be authentic. Each story 
is based on some odd incident which has happened to some engine, 
somewhere, some time. Most are things which readers have written to 
tell me about, or which 1 have read in railway books and magazines. 

In my study at home 1 have a thick heavy file which I prize highly. 
It is full of letters. They are from children, mothers, fathers, grandfathers, 
grandmothers, aunts and uncles who have written to me over the years to 
say how much they and their children enjoy the books. 1 prize these highly 
of course; but there are some 1 value even more. They are letters from 
fathers and grandfathers who are or have been professional rallwaymen, 
saying that they too like the books. To quote one of them: *. ... your 
background knowledge of railways is so good that yours are the only 
books about railways which 1 can read to my children without squirming 
inside! I myself know of many odd incidents which have happened just as 
you describe them in your stories . . .* That is praise indeed! 

lam happy to commend Thomas' omnibus edition to you, and 
hope you will enjoy it! 


THE AUTHOR 
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The Three Bailway Engines 


THE REV. W. AWDRY 
with illustrations by 


C. REGINALD DALBY 
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Edwards Day Out 


ONCE upon a time there was a 
litle engine called Edward. He 
lived in a shed with five other 
engines. They were all bigger 
than Edward and boasted about 
it. “The Driver won't choose 
you again,” they said. “He 
wants big, strong engines like us.” 
Edward had not been out for a 
long time; he began to feel sad. 


Just then the Driver and 
Fireman came along to start 
work. 

The Driver looked at 
Edward. “Why are you sad?” he 
asked. “Would you like to come 
out today?” 

“Yes, please,” said Edward. 
So the Fireman lit the fire and 


made a nice lot of steam. 


Then the Driver pulled the 
lever, and Edward pulled away. 

“Peep, peep,” he whistled. 
“Look at me now.” 

The others were very cross 
at being left behind. 

Away went Edward to get 
some coaches. 

“Be careful, Edward,” said 
the coaches, “don't bump and 
bang us like the other engines do.” 
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So Edward came up to the 
coaches, very, very gently, and the 
shunter fastened the coupling, 

“Thank you, Edward,” said 
the coaches. “That was kind, we 
are glad you are taking us 
today.” 

Then they went to the 
station where the people were 
waiting. 

“Peep, peep,” whistled 
Edward — “get in quickly, please.” 

So the people got in quickly 
porn and Edward waited happily for 
the Guard to blow his whistle, 
and wave his green flag. 

He waited and waited — 
there was no whistle, no green 
flag. “Peep, peep, peep, peep — 
where is that Guard?” Edward 
was getting anxious. 

The Driver and Fireman 
asked the Stationmaster, “Have 


0 A ON 
you seen the Guard?” “No,” he 
said. They asked the porter, 
“Have you seen the Guard?” 
“Yes — last night,” said the 
porter. 

Edward began to get cross. 
“Are we ever going to start?” he 
said. 

Just then a little boy 
shouted, “Here he comes!” and 
there the Guard was, running 


Mia 


FAR Thomas COMPLETE COLLECTION 0 a 


down the hill with his flags in 
one hand and a sandwich in the 
other. 

He ran on to the platform, 
blew his whisde, and jumped 
into his van. 

Edward pulled off. He did 
have a happy day. All the 
children ran to wave as he went 
past and he met old friends at 
all the stations. He worked so 


hard that the Driver promised to take him out again next day. 
“I'm going out again tomorrow,” he told the other engines that night in 


the shed. “What do you think of thai” 


But he didn't hear what they thought, for he was so tired and happy that 


he fell asleep at once. 


. 
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Edward and Gordon 


ONE of the engines in Edward's Ea 
shed was called Gordon. He a 
was very big and very proud. 

“You watch me this 
afternoon, little Edward,” he 
boasted, “as I rush through with $e 
the express; that will be a 
splendid sight for you.” 

Just then his Driver pulled 
the lever. “Goodbye, little 
Edward,” said Gordon, as he 
pufled away, “look out for me this afternoon!” 


Edward went ofT, too, to do 
some shunting. 

Edward liked shunting. lt 
was fun playing with trucks. He 
would come up quietly and give 
them a pull. 

“Oh! Oh! Oh! Oh! Oh!” 
screamed the trucks. “Whatever 
is happening?” 

Then he would stop and the 

, silly trucks would go bump into 
each other. “Oh! Oh! Oh! Oh!” they cried again. 

Edward pushed them until they were running nicely, and when they 
weren't expecting it he would stop; one of them would be sure to run on to 


another line. Edward played till there were no more trucks; then he stopped 
to rest. 


»” 


Presently he heard a whistle. Gordon came puffing along, very slowly, and 


very crossly. Instead of nice shining coaches, he was pulling a lot of very dirty 
coal trucks. 


“A goods train! A goods train! A goods train!” he grumbled. “The shame 
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of it, the shame of it, the shame 
of it.” 

He went slowly through, 
with the trucks clattering and 
banging behind him. 

Edward laughed, and went 
to find some more trucks. 

Soon afterwards a porter 
came and spoke to his Driver. 
“Gordon cant get up the hill. 
Will you take Edward and push 


him, please?” 


They found Gordon halfway 
up the hill and very cross. His 
Driver and Fireman were talking 
to him severely. “You are not 
trying!” they told him. 

“I can't do it,” said Gordon. 
“The noisy trucks hold an 
engine back so. If they were 
coaches now — clean sensible 
things that come quietly — that 
would be different.” 


Edward's Driver came up. 
“We've come to push,” he said. 
“No use at all,” said Gordon. 
“You wait and see,” said 
Edward's Driver. 

They brought the train 
back to the bottom of the hill. 
Edward came up behind the 
brake van ready to push. 

“Peep, peep, 'm ready,” 
said Edward. 
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“Poop, poop, no good,” 
grumbled Gordon. 

The Guard blew his whistle 
and they pulled and pushed as 
hard as they could. 

“I cant do it, I cant do it, I 
can't do it,” puffed Gordon. 

“I will do it, 1 will do it, 1 
will do it,” puffed Edward. 

“I cant do it, 1 will do it, I 
can't do it, 1 will do it, I can't 
do it, I will do it,” they puffed together. 


Edward pushed and puffed 
and pufled and pushed, as hard 
as ever he could, and almost 
before he realized it, Gordon 
found himself at the top of the 
hill. 

- “Pve done it! Pve done it! 
Pve done it!” he said proudly, 
and forgot all about Edward 
pushing behind. He didn't wait 


to say “Thank you”, but ran on 
so fast that he passed two 


stations before his Driver could A y 
make him stop. 

Edward had pushed so hard 
that when he got to the top he 
was out of breath. 

Gordon ran on so fast that 
Edward was left behind. 

The Guard waved and 
waved, but Edward couldn't 
catch up. 
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He ran on to the next station, and there the Driver and Fireman said they 


were very pleased with him. The Fireman gave him a nice long drink of 
water, and the Driver said, “Fll get out my paint tomorrow, and give you a 
beautiful new coat of blue with red stripes, then yow'Il be the smartest engine 


in the shed.” 
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The Sad Story of Henry 


ONCE, an engine attached 
lo a train 

Was afraid of a few drops 
of rain — 

- It went into a tunnel, 
And squeaked through 
Us funnel 
And never came out again. 


The engine's name was 
Henry. His Driver and Fireman 


H 


y 


3 


lovely green paint and red 
stripes for you,” he said rudely. 
The passengers came and 


argued too, but Henry would 
not move, 


bons) 


A Fat Director who was on 
the train told the Guard to get a 
rope. “We will pull you out,” he 
said. But Henry only blew steam 
at him and made him wet. 


1 
- 
3 
e 
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argued with him, but he would 
not move. “The rain will spoil 
my lovely green paint and red 
stripes,” he said. 

The Guard blew his whistle 
till he had no more breath, and 
waved his flags till his arms ached; 
but Henry still stayed in the 
tunnel, and blew steam at him. 

“I am not going to spoil my 
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They hooked the rope on 
and all pulled — except the Fat 
Director. “My doctor has 
forbidden me to pull,” he said. 

They pulled and pulled and 
pulled, but still Henry stayed in 
the tunnel. 

Then they tried pushing 
from the other end. The Fat 
Director said. “One, two, threc, 
push”: but did not help. “My 


doctor has forbidden me to push.” he said. 

They pushed and pushed 
and pushed: but still Henry 
staved in the tunnel. 

At last another train came. 
The Guard waved his red flag 
and stopped it. The two engine 
Drivers, the two Firemen. and 
the two Guards went and 
argued with Henry. “Look, it 
has stopped raining.” they said. 


“Yes, but it will begin again 
soon.” said Henry. “And what 
would become of my green 
paint with red stripes then?” 

So they brought the other 
engine up, and it pushed and 
puffed, and pufled and pushed 
as hard as ever it could. But still 
Henry stayed in the tunnel. 

So they gave it up. They told 
Henry. “We shall leave you there 
for always and always and always.” 
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They took up the old rails, 
built a wall in front of him, and 
cut a new tunnel. 

Now Henry can't get out, 
and he watches the trains 
rushing through the new tunnel. 
He is very sad because no one 
will ever see his lovely green 
paint with red stripes again. 

But I think he deserved it, 
don't you? 


— 19 — 
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Edward. Gordon and Henry 


Edward and Gordon often went 
through the tunnel where 
Henry was shut up. 

Edward would say, “Peep, 
peep — hullo!” and Gordon 
would say, “Poop, poop, poop! 
Serves you right!” 

Poor Henry had no steam 
to answer, his fire had gone out; 
soot and dirt from the tunnel 
roof had spoilt his lovely green 
paint and red stripes. He was cold and unhappy, and wanted to come out and 
pull trains too. 


Gordon always pulled the Express. He was proud of being the only engine 


strong enough to do it. 


There were many heavy 
coaches, full of important 
people like the Fat Director who 
had punished Henry. 

Gordon was seeing how fast 
he could go. “Hurry! Hurry! 
Hurry!” he panted. 

“Trickety-trock, trickety- 
trock, trickety-trock,” said the 
coaches. 


Gordon could see Henry's 
tunnel in front. 

“In a minute,” he thought, “Pl! poop, poop, poop at Henry, and rush 
through and out into the open again.” 

Closer and closer he came — he was almost there, when crack: 
“Whece ———— eeshshsh,” he was in a cloud of steam, and going slower 


and slower. 
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His Driver stopped the 
train. 

“What has happened to 
me?” asked Gordon, “I feel so 
weak.” “You've burst your 
safety valve,” said the Driver. 
“You can't pull the train any 
more.” “Oh, dear,” said 
Gordon. “We were going so 
nicely, too. ... Look at Henry 
laughing at me.” Gordon made 
a face at Henry, and blew smoke at him. 

Everybody got out, and came to see Gordon. “Humph!” said the Fat 
Director. *I never liked these big engines — always going wrong; send for 
another engine at once.” 


While the Guard went to find one, they uncoupled Gordon, and ran him 
on a siding out of the way. 


The only engine left in the 
- Shed was Edward. 

“Pll come and try” he said. 
AS : ; 
== Gordon saw him coming, 
“That's no use,” he said, 
“Edward cant pull the train.” 

Edward puffed and pulled, 
and pulled and puffed, but he 
couldn't move the heavy 
coaches, 

“I told you so,” said 


Gordon rudely. “Why not let Henry try?” 

“Yes,” said the Fat Director, “1 will.” 

“Will you help pull this train, Henry?” he asked. “Yes,” said Henry at 
once. 


So Gordon's Driver and Fireman lit his fire; some platelayers broke down 
the wall and put back the rails; and when he had steam up Henry pufled out. 
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He was dirty, his boiler was 
black. and he was covered with 
cobwebs. “Ooh! Pm so stifT! 
Ooh! Um so sui!” he groaned. 

“You d better have a run to 
case your joints, and find a 
turntable.” said the Fat Director 
kindly. 

Henry came back feeling 
better, and they put him in 


Íront. 

“Peep. peep.” said Edward, 
“'m ready.” 

“Peep, peep. peep.” said 
Henry, “so am 1.” 

“Pull hard: pull hard: pull 
hard.” pufled Edward. 

“We'll do it: we'll do it: 
we'll do 1,” pufled Henry. 

“Pull hard we'll do it. Pull 
hard we'll do it. Pull hard we'll 
do it.” they pufled together. The 
heavy coaches jerked and began to move, slowly at first, then faster and faster. 

“We've done it together! 
We've done it together! We've 
done it together!” said Edward 


and Henry. 

“You've done it, hurray! 
You've done it, hurray! You've 
done it, hurray!” sang the 
coaches. 

All the passengers were 
excited. The Fat Director 
leaned out of the window to 


7 


PA Tr Tires RAliway ENGINES 8) fa Aaa 


wave to Edward and Henry; but 
the train was going so fast that 
his hat blew off into a field 
where a goat ate it for his tea. 

They never stopped till they 
came to the big station at the 
end of the line. 

The passengers all got out 
and said, “Thank you,” and the 
Fat Director promised Henry a 
new coat of paint. 

“Would you like blue and red?” 

“Yes, please,” said Henry, “then Pl be like Edward.” 


Edward and Henry went home quietly, and on their way they helped 
Gordon back to the shed. 


All three engines are now great friends. 
Wasn't Henry pleased when he had his new coat. He is very proud of it, 
as all good engines are — but he doesn't mind the rain now, because he knows 


that the best way to keep his paint nice is not to run into tunnels, but to ask 
his Driver to rub him down when the day's work is over. 
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Thomas the Tank Engine 
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DEAR CHRISTOPHER, 
Here is your friend Thomas the Tank Engine. 
He wanted to come out of his station yard and see the 
world. These stories tell you how he did it. 
I hope you will like them because you helped me to 
make them. 
YOUR LOVING DADDY 
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Thomas and Gordon 


A THomas was a tank engine who 


». 
$e lived ata Big Station. He had 
2 six small wheels, a short stumpy 
==" funnel. a short stumpy boller, 


and a short stampy dome. 

He was a fussy little engine, 
always pulling coaches about. 
He pulled them to the station 
ready for the big engines to take 
i out on long journeys; and when 
trains came in, and the people 
had got out, he would pull the 
empty coaches away, so that the 
big engines could go and rest. 

He was a checky liule 
engine, too. He thought no 
engine worked as hard as he 
did. So he used to play tricks on 
them. He liked best of all to 


come quiedy beside a big 


engine dozing on a siding and 
make him jump. 


“Peep, pecp, peep, pIp, 
peep! Wake up, lazybones!” he 
would whistle, “why don't you 
work hard like me?” 

Then he would laugh 
rudely and run away to find 
some more coaches. 

One day Gordon was 
resting on a siding. He was very 


tired. The big Express he always 


26 — 


PAR Tios ri Tan Ence 908 a A 


pulled had been late, and he had had to run as fast as he could to make up for 
lost time. 
He was just going to sleep when Thomas came up in his checky way. 
“Wake up, lazybones,” he whistled, “do some hard work for a change 
you can't catch me!” and he ran off laughing, 


Instead of going to slecp again, Gordon thought how he could pay 
Thomas out. 


One morning Thomas 
wouldn't wake up. His Driver 
and Fireman couldn't make him 
start. His fire went out and 
there was not enough steam. 

lt was nearly time for the 
Express. The people were waiting, 
but the coaches weren'tt ready. 

At last Thomas started. “Oh, 
dear! Oh, dear!” he yawned. 


194 3 $ 6 » "Tr 
Come on,” said the coaches. * Hurry up.” Thomas gave them a rude 
bump, and started for the station. 


“Don*t stop dawdling, don't stop dawdling,” he grumbled. 
“Where have you been? Where have you been?” asked the 
Thomas fussed into the station where Gordon was waiting, 


“Poop, poop, poop. Hurry up, you,” said Gordon crossly. 


coaches crossly. 


“Peep, pip, peep. Hurry 
yourself” said checky Thomas. 
“Yes,” said Gordon, “1 

will,” and almost before the 
coaches had stopped moving 
Gordon came out of his siding 
and was coupled to the train. 
“Poop, poop,” he whistled. 

“Get in quickly, please.” So the 
people got in quickly, the signal 
went down, the clock struck the 
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hour, the guard waved his green 
flag, and Gordon was ready to 
start. 

Thomas usually pushed 
behind the big trains to help 
them start. But he was always 
uncoupled first, so that when 
the train was running nicely he 
could stop and go back. 

This time he was late, and 
Gordon started so quickly that 


they forgot to uncouple Thomas. 
“Poop, poop,” said Gordon. 
“Peep, peep, peep,” whistled Thomas. 
“Come on! Come on!” puffed Gordon to the coaches. 


“Pull harder! Pull harder!” puffed Thomas to Gordon. 


The heavy train slowly began to move out of the station. 


The train went faster and 
faster; too fast for Thomas. He 
wanted to stop but he couldn*. 

“Peep! Peep! Stop! Stop!” 
he whisded. 

“Hurry, hurry, hurry” 
laughed Gordon in front. 

“You can't get away. You 
can't get away,” laughed the 
coaches. 

Poor Thomas was going 
faster than he had ever gone before. He was out O 


f breath and his wheels hurt 


him, but he had to go on. 


“I shall never be the same again,” he thought sadly, “My wheels will be 


quite worn out.” 
At last they stopped at a station. Everyone laughed to see Thomas pufhing 


and pantng behind. 


< Mis 
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They uncoupled him, put 
him on to a turntable and then 
he ran on a siding out of the 
way. 

“Well, litde Thomas,” 
chuckled Gordon as he passed, 
“now you know what hard work 
means, don't you?” 

Poor Thomas couldn't 
answer, he had no breath. He 
just pufled slowly away to rest, 
and had a long, long drink. 


He went home very slowly and was careful afterwards never to be checky 
to Gordon again. 
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Thomas" Tratira 


nomas often grumbled 
because he was not allowed to 
pull passenger trains. 

The other engines laughed, 
“Yow're too impatient,” they 
said. “Yow'd be sure to leave 
something behind!” 

“Rubbish,” said Thomas, 
crossly. “You just wait, Pll show 
vou.” 

One night he and Henry 
were alone, Henry was ill. The men worked hard, but he didn't get better. 

Now Henry usually pulled the first train in the morning, and Thomas had 


to get his coaches ready. 

“If Henry is ill." he thought. 
“perhaps 1 shall pull his train.” 

Thomas ran to find the 
coaches. 

“Come along. Come along.” 
he fussed. 

“There's plenty of time, 
there's plenty of time.” 


erumbled the coaches. 


He took them to the platform, 
and wanted to run round in front atonce. But his Driver wouldn't let him. 

“Don't be impatient, Thomas,” he said. 

So Thomas waited and waited. The people got in, the Guard and 
Stationmaster walked up and down, the porters banged the doors, and still 
Henrv didn't come. 

Thomas got more and more excited every minute. 

The Fat Director came out of his office to see what was the matter, and 


the Guard and the Stationmaster told him about Henry. 
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“Find another engine,” he ordered. 

“There's only Thomas,” they said. 

“You'll have to do it then, Thomas. Be quick now!” 

So “Thomas ran round to 
the front and backed down on 
the coaches ready to start. 

“Don't be impatient,” said 
his Driver. “Wait till everything 
is ready.” 

But Thomas was too excited 
to listen to a word he said. 

What happened then no 
one knows. Perhaps they forgot 
to couple Thomas to the train: 


perhaps Thomas was too impatient to wait till they were ready; or perhaps his 
Driver pulled the lever by mistake. 

Anyhow, Thomas started. 
People shouted and waved at 
him but he didn't stop. 

“They're waving because 
P'm such a splendid engine,” he 
thought importandy. “Henry 
says 1's hard to pull trains, but / 
think 16's easy.” 

“Hurry! Hurry! Hurry!” he 
pufled, pretending to be like 
Gordon. 


As he passed the first signal box, he saw the men leaning out waving and 
shouting,. 
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They're pleased to see me,” he thought. Phey've never seen me pulling a 


train before — it's nice of them to wave,” and he whistled, “Peep, peep, thank 
you,” and hurried on. 


But he came to a signal at “Danger”. 


“Bother!” he thought. “I must stop, and Í was going so nicely, too. What a 
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nuisance signals are!” And he 
blew an angry “Peep, peep” on 
his whisde. 

One of the Signalmen ran 
up. “Hullo, Thomas!” he said. 
“What are you doing here?” 

“I'm pulling a train,” said 
Thomas proudly. “Cant you see?” 

“Where are your coaches, 


then?” 

Fhomas looked back. “Why bless me,” he said, “if we haven't left them 
behind!” 

“Yes,” said the Signalman, 
“you'd better go back quickly 
and ferch them.” 

Poor Thomas was so sad he 
nearly cried. 

“Cheer up!” said his Driver. 
“Lets go back quickly. and try 
again. 

At the station all the 
passengers were talking at once. 

Fhey were telling the Fat Director. the Stationmaster and the Guard what 


a bad 
railway It was. 

But when Thomas came 
back and they saw how sad he 
was, they couldn't be cross. So 
they coupled him to the train, 
and this time he really pulled it. 

But for a long time 
afterwards the other engines 
laughed at Thomas, and said: 

“Look, there's Thomas, 
who wanted to pull a train, but 
forgot about the coaches!” 
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Thomas and the Trucks 


THOMAS used to grumble in the 
Shed at night. 

“Pm tired of pushing 
coaches, Í want to see the world.” 

The others didn't take 
much notice, for Thomas was a 
litde engine with a long tongue. 

But one night, Edward 
came to the shed. He was a 
kind litle engine, and felt sorry 
for Thomas. 


“Pve got some trucks to take home tomorrow,” he told him. “If you take 
them instead, Pll push coaches in the Yard.” 

“Thank you,” said Thomas, “that will be nice.” 

So they asked their Drivers next morning, and when they said “Yes,” 
Thomas ran happily to find the 
trucks. 

Now trucks are silly and 
noisy. They talk a lot and don't 
attend to what they are doing. 
They don't listen to their 
engine, and when he stops they 
bump into each other 
screaming. 

“Oh! Oh! Oh! Oh! 
Whatever is happening?” 

And, Pm sorry to say, they play tricks on an engine who is not used to 
them. 


Edward knew all about trucks. He warned Thomas to be careful, but 
Thomas was too excited to listen. 


The shunter fastened the coupling, and, when the signal dropped, 
T'homas was ready. 
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0% The Guard blew his whistle. 
“Peep! Pecp!” answered 
Thomas and started off. 

But the trucks werernÚt 
ready. 

“Oh! Oh! Oh! Oh!” they 
sereamed as their couplings 
tiehtened. “Wait, Thomas, 
wait.” But Thomas wouldn't 
walt. 

“Come — on; come -— on, 
on to the main line. 


he pulfed, and the trucks grumbled slowly out of the siding 
Thomas was happy. “Come 
along. Come along.” he pufled. 
“All-— right — dont 
fuss — all — right! — dont 
fuss." grumbled the trucks. 
They clattered through stations, 
and rumbled over bridges. 
Thomas whisded “Pecp! 
Peep!” and they rushed through 
the tunnel in which Henry had 


been shut up. 
Then they came to the top 


of the hill where Gordon had 
stuck. 

“Steady now, steady,” 
warned the driver, and he shut 
off steam, and began to put on 
the brakes. 

“We're stopping, we're 
stopping,” called Thomas. 

“No! No! No! No!” 
answered the trucks, and 
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bumped into each other. “Go — on! — go — on!” and before his driver could 
stop them, they had pushed Thomas down the hill, and were rating and 
laughing behind him. 

Poor “Thomas tried hard to stop them from making him go too fast. 

“Stop pushing, stop pushing,” he hissed, but the trucks would not stop. 

“Go — on! — go — on!” they giggled in their silly way. 


He was glad when they got to the bottom. Then he saw in front the place 
where they had to stop. 


“Oh, dear! What shall 1 
do?” 

They rattled through the 
station, and luckily the line was 
clear as they swerved into the 
goods yard. 


“Oo ooh 


ALO 

Thomas, as his brakes held fast 

and he skidded along the rails, 
“I must stop,” and he shut his eyes tight. 


When he opened them he saw he had stopped just in front of the buffers, 
and there watching him was ——— 


The Fat Director! 
“What are you doing here, Thomas?” he asked sternly. 

“Pve brought Edward's 
trucks,” Thomas answered. 

“Why did you come so 
fast?” 

“I didn't mean to, | was 
pushed,” said Thomas sadly. 

“Haven't you pulled trucks 
before?” 

NO. 

“Then you've a lot to learn 
about trucks, little Thomas. 
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kept in their place. After pushing them 


They are silly things and must be 
almost as much about them as 


about here for a few weeks you'll know 
Edward. Then you'll be a Really Useful Engine.” 
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Thomas and the Breakdown Train 


EVERY day the Fat Director 
came to the station to catch his 
train, and he always said 
“Hullo” to Thomas. 

There were lots of trucks in 
the Yard — different ones came 
in every day - and Thomas had 
to push and pull them into their 
right places. 

He worked hard — he knew 
now that he wasn't so clever as 


he had thought. Besides, the Fat Director had been kind to him and he 
wanted to learn all about trucks so as to be a Really Useful Engine. 


But on a siding by themselves were some trucks that Thomas was told he 
“mustn*t touch”. 


There was a small coach, 
some flat trucks, and two queer 
things his Driver called cranes. 

“That's the breakdown 
train,” he said. “When there's 
an accident, the workmen get 
into the coach, and the engine 
takes them quickly to help the 
hurt people, and to clear and 
mend the line. The cranes are 


for lifting heavy things like engines, and coaches, and trucks.” 
One day, Thomas was in the Yard, when he heard an engine whistling 
“Help! Help!” and a goods train came rushing through much too fast. 


The engine (a new one called James) was frightened. His brake blocks 
were on fire, and smoke and sparks streamed out on each side. 

“They're pushing me! They're pushing me!” he panted. 

“On! On! On! On!” laughed the trucks; and still whistling “Help! Help!” 


E y 
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poor James disappcared under a 
bridge. 

“T'd like to teach those 
trucks a lesson,” said Thomas 
the Tank Engine. 

Presently a bell rang in the 
signal box, and a man came 
running, “James is of the nes 
the breakdown train — quickly,” 


he shouted. 


So Thomas was coupled on, 
the workmen jumped into their 
coach, and ofT they went. 

Thomas worked his hardest. 
“Hurry! Hurry! Hurry!” he 
pufled, and this time he wasn't 
pretending to be like Gordon, 
he really meant it. 

“Bother those trucks and 
their tricks,” he thought, “1 
hope poor James isn't hurt.” 

They found James and the trucks 


at a bend in the line. The brake van and 
the last few trucks were on the 
rails, but the front ones were 
piled in a heap; James was ina 
field with a cow looking at him, 
and his Driver and Fireman 
were fecling him all over to see 
if he was hurt. 

“Never mind, James,” they 
said. “It wasn't your fault, it was 
those wooden brakes they gave 
you. We always said they were 
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no good.” 

Thomas pushed the 
breakdown train alongside. 
Then he pulled the unhurt 
trucks out of the way. 

“Oh dear! — oh — 
dear!” they groaned. 

“Serves you right. Serves 
you right,” pufted Thomas 
crossly. 


When the men put other 
trucks on the line he pulled them away, too. He was hard at work puffing 
backwards and forwards all the afternoon. 

“This'll teach you a lesson, this'll teach you a lesson,” he told the trucks, 
and they answered “Yes — it — will — yes — it — will,” in a sad, groany, 
creaky, sort of voice. 

They left the broken trucks 
and mended the line. Then with 
two cranes they put James back 
on the rails. He tried to move 
but he couldn't, so Thomas 
helped him back to the Shed. 

The Fat Director was 
waiting anxiously for them. 

“Well, Thomas,” he said 
kindly, “Pve heard all about it, 
and P'm very pleased with you. Yowre a Really Useful Engine. 

“James shall have some proper brakes and a new coat of paint, and you 

- shall have a Branch Line all to yourself.” 

“Oh, Sir!” said Thomas, happily. 

Now “Thomas is as happy as can be. He has a branch line all to himself, 
and pufls proudly backwards and forwards with two coaches all day. 


He is never lonely, because there is always some engine to talk to at the 
junction. 
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Edward and Henry stop 
quite often, and tell him the 
news. Gordon is always in a 
hurry and does not stop; but he 
never forgets to say “Poop, 
poop” to little Thomas, and 
Thomas always whisdes “Peep, 
pecp” in return. 
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THE RAILWAY SERIES NO. 3 


James the Red Engine 


THE REV. W. AWDRY 
with illustrations by 


C. REGINALD DALBY 


DEAR FRIENDS OF EDWARD, GORDON, HENRY AND THOMAS, 

Thank you for your kind letters; here is the new book for 
which you asked. 

James, who crashed into the story of Thomas the Tank 
Engine, settles down and becomes a useful engine. 

We are nationalised now, but the same engines still work 
the Region. l am glad, too, to tell you that the Fat Director, 
who understands our friends” ways, is still in charge, but is 
now the Fat Controller. 

I hope you will enjoy this book too. 


THE AUTHOR 
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James and the Top-Hat 


JAMES was a new engine who 
lived at a station at the other 
end of the line. He had two 
small wheels in front and six 
driving wheels behind. They 
weren't as big as Gordon's, and 
they werentt as small as 
Thomas”. 

“Yow're a special Mixed- 
Traffic engine,” the Fat 
Controller told him. “You'll be 


able to pull coaches or trucks quite easily.” 

But trucks are not easy things to manage and on his first day they had 
pushed him down a hill into a field. 

He had been ill after the 
accident, but now he had new 
brakes and a shining coat of red 
paint. 

“The red paint will cheer 
you up after your accident.” 
said the Fat Controller kindly: 
“You are to pull coaches today, 
and Edward shall help you.” 

They went together to find 
the coaches. y 

“Be careful with the coaches, James,” said Edward, “they don't like being 
bumped. Trucks are silly and noisy: they need to be bumped and taught to 


behrave, but coaches get cross and will pay you out.” 

They took the coaches to the platform and were both coupled on in front. 
The Fat Controller, the Stationmaster, and some little boys all came to admire 
James shining rods and red paint. 


James was pleased. “lam a really splendid engine,” he thought, and 
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suddenly let off steam. “Whee — 
ce — ee — ee 


eesh!” 

The Fat Controller, the 
Stationmaster and the Guard all 
jumped, and a shower of water 
fell on the Fat Controller's nice 
new top-hat. 

Just then the whistle blew 
and James thought they had 
better go — so they went! 


“Go on, go on,” he puffed 
to Edward. 


ZA | “Dont push, dont push,” 
me | puffed Edward, for he did not 
like starting quickly. 


> 


“Dont go so fast, don't go 
so fast,” grumbled the coaches; 
but James did not listen. He 
wanted to run away before the 
Fat Controller could call him 
back. 

a | He didn't even want to stop 
NS ES 


MX at the first station. Edward tried 
hard to stop, but the two 


coaches in front were beyond 
the platform before they 
stopped, and they had to go 
back to let the passengers get 
out. 

Lots of people came to look 
at James, and, as no one seemed 
to know about the Fat 


Controller's top-hat, James felt 
happier. 
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Presendv thev came to the junction where Thomas was waiting with his 


two coaches. á 
“Hullo, James!” said Thomas kindly; “feeling better? That's right. Ah! 
istle. T must go. Sorry I cant stop. I don't know what 


That's mv Guard's wh de 
do without me to run this branch line,” and he 


the Fat Controller would 


andv with his two coaches into a tunnel. 
Leaving the junction, they 


passed the field where James 
had had his accident. The fence 
was mended and the cows were 
back again. James whistled, but 
they paid no attention. 

They clattered through 
Edward's station yard and 
started to climb the hill beyond. 

“It's ever so steep, lts ever 
so steep,” puffed James. 


pufled off import 


“T've done it before. I've done it before,” pufled Edward. 
“Tús steep, but we'll do it — 18's Steep, but we"ll do it,” the two engines 


puffed together as they pulled the train up the long hill. 
They both rested at the next station; Edward told James how Gordon had 


stuck on the hill, and he had had to push him up! 
James laughed so much that he got hiccoughs and surprised an old lady in 


a black bonnet. 

She dropped all her parcels, 
and three porters, the 
Stationmaster and the Guard 
had to run after her picking 
them up! 

James was quiet in the Shed 
that night. He had enjoyed his 
day, but he was a lite afraid of 
what the Fat Controller would 


say about the top-hat! 


lb 
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James and (he Bootlace 


NEXT morning the Fat 
Controller spoke severely to 
James: “If you can't behave, 1 
shall take away your red coat 
and have you painted blue.” 

James did not like that at al] 
and he was very rough with the 
coaches as he brought them to 
the platform. 


“Come along, come along,” 
he called rudely. 


“All in good time, all in good time,” the coaches erumbled. 


“Dont talk, come on!” answered James, and with the coaches squealing 
and grumbling after him, he snorted into the station. 


James was cross that 
morning. The Fat Controller had 
spoken to him, the coaches had 
dawdled and, worst of all, he 
had had to fetch his own coaches, 

“Gordon never does,” 
thought James, “and he is only 
painted blue. A splendid Red 
Engine like me should never 
have to fetch his own coaches.” 


And he puffed and snorted 
round to the front of the train, and backed on to it with a rude bump. 


“O — ooooh!” groaned the coaches, “that was too bad!” 

To make James even more cross, he then had to take the coaches to a 
different platform, where no one came near him as he stood there, The Fat 
Controller was in his office, the Stationmaster was at the other end of the 
train with the Guard, and even the little boys stood a long way off. 

James felt lonely. “Pl! show them!” he said to himself. “They think 


— 45 — 


PRA Thomas COMPLETE COLLECTION A 


Gordon is the only engine who 


can pull coaches.” 
And as soon as the Guard's 


whisde blew, he started off with 
a tremendous jerk. 

“Come on! — come on! — 
come on!” he puffed, and the 
coaches, squeaking and 
groaning in protest, clattered 
over the points on to the open 


line. 

“Hurrv! — hurry! — hurry!” pufled James. 

“You're going too fast, 
vou're going too fast,” said the 
coaches, and indeed they were 
going so fast that they swayed 
from side to side. 

James laughed and tried to 
go faster, but the coaches 
wouldn't let him. 

“We're going to stop 


we're going to stop — we're 


going — to — stop,” they said 
and James found himself going 


slower and slower. 

“Whats the matter?” James 
asked his Driver. 

“The brakes are hard on — 
leak in the pipe most likely. 
You've banged the coaches 
enough to make a leak in 
anything.” 

The Guard and the Driver 
got down and looked at the 
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brake pipes all along the train. 

At last they found a hole 
where rough treatment had 
made a joint work loose. 

“How shall we mend it?” 
said the Guard. 

James” Driver thought for a 
moment. 

“We'll do it with newspapers 
and a leather bootlace.” 

“Well, where is the bootlace 
coming from?” asked the Guard. “We haven't one.” 

“Ask the passengers,” said the Driver. 

So the Guard made everyone get out. 


“Has anybody got a leather 
bootlace?” he asked. 

They all said “No” except 
one man in a bowler hat (whose 
name was Jeremiah Jobling) 
who tried to hide his feet, 

“You have a leather bootlace 
there 1 see, sir,” said the Guard. 
“Please give it to me.” 

“I won't,” said Jeremiah 
Jobling. 

“Then,” said the Guard sternly, “Pm afraid this train will just stop where it is.” 

Then the passengers all told the Guard, the Driver and the Fireman what 
a Bad Railway it was. But the Guard climbed into his van, and the Driver and 


Fireman made James let off steam. So they all told Jeremiah Jobling he was a 
Bad Man instead. 


At last he gave them his laces, the Driver tied a pad of newspapers tightly 
round the hole, and James was able to pull the train. 


But he was a sadder and a wiser James and took care never to bump 
coaches again. 


== 
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Troublesome T rucks 


JAMES did not see the Fat 
Controller for several days. 
They left James alone in the 
shed, and did not even allow 
him to go out and push coaches 
and trucks in the Yard. 

“Oh, dear!” he thought 
sadly, “Pll never be allowed out 
any more; I shall have to stay in 
this shed for always, and no one 
will ever see my red coat again. 


Oh, dear! Oh, dear!” James began to cry. 


Just then the Fat Controller came along. 
“I sec you are sorry, James,” he said. “I hope, now, that you will be a 


better Engine. You have given : 1-5 
me a lot of trouble. People are a 

laughing at my Railway, and l 
do not like that at all.” 

“I am very sorry, Sir,” said 
James. “1 will try hard to 
behave.” 

“T hats a good engine.” 
said the Fat Controller kindly. “I 
want you to pull some trucks for 


mc. Run along and find them.” 

So James pufled happily away. 

“Here are your trucks, James,” said a little tank engine. “Have you gol 
some bootlaces ready?” And he ran off laughing rudely. 

“Oh! Oh! Oh!” said the trucks, as James backed down on them. “We 
want a proper engine, not a Red Monster.” 

James took no notice and started as soon as he Guard was ready. 


“Come along, come along,” he pulTed. 


nr 


“We won't! We won't!” 
screamed the trucks. 

But James didn't care, and 
he pulled the screcching trucks 
sternly out of the yard. 

The trucks tried hard to 
make him give up, but he still 
kept on. 

Sometimes their brakes 


would slip “on”, and sometimes 
their axles would “run hot”. 


Each time they would have to 
stop and put the trouble right 
and each time James would 
start again, determined not to 
let the trucks beat him. 

“Give up! Give up! You 
cant pull us! You can't! You 
cant!” called the trucks. 

“I can and Í will! I can and 
I will!” puffed James. 

And slowly but surely he 


pulled them along the line. 

At last they saw Gordon's 
Hill ahead. 

“Look out for trouble, 
James,” warned his Driver. 
“We'll go fast and get them up 
before they know it. Don't let 
them stop you.” 

So James went faster, and 
they were soon halfivay up the hill 

“Pm doing it! Pm doing it” 
he panted., 
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But it was hard work. 

“Will the top never come?” 
he thought, when with a sudden 
jerk it all came easier. 

“Pve done it! Pve done it!” 
he pufled triumphandy. 

“Hurrah!” he thought, “it's 
easy now.” But his Driver shut 
ofl steam. 

“Theyve done it again,” he 
said. “We've left our tail behind!” 

The last ten trucks were running backwards down the hill. “The coupling 
had snapped! 

But the Guard was brave. Very carefully and cleverly he made them stop. 
Then he got out and walked down the line with his red flag. 

“That's why it was easy,” 
said James as he backed the 
other trucks carefully down. 
“What silly things trucks are! 
There might have been an 
accident.” 

Meanwhile the Guard had 
stopped Edward who was 
pulling three coaches. 

“Shall I help you, James?” 
called Edward. 

“No, thank you,” answered James, “Tll pull them myself.” 

“Good, don't let them beat you.” 

So James got ready. Then with a “peep, peep” he was off. 

“I can do it, Í can do it,” he pufled. He pulled and puffed as hard as he 
could. 

“Peep pip peep peep! You're doing well!” whistled Edward, as James : 
slowly struggled up the hill, with clouds of smoke and steam pouring from his 


funnel. 
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“P've done it, P've done it,” 
he panted and disappeared over 
the top. 

They reached their station 
safely. James was resting in the 
yard, when Edward puffed by 
with a cheerful “peep peep”. 

Then, walking towards him 
across the rails, James saw... 
the Fat Controller! 

“Oh dear! What will he 
say?” he asked himself sadly. 

But the Fat Controller was smiling, “1 was in Edward's train, and saw 


everything,” he said. “You've made the most troublesome trucks on the line 
behave. After that, you deserve to keep your red coat.” 
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James and the Express 


SOMETIMES Gordon and Henry 
slept in James” shed, and they 
would talk of nothing but 
bootlaces! James would talk 
about engines who got shut up 
in tunnels and stuck on hills, but 
thev wouldn't listen, and went 
on talking and laughing. 

“You talk too much, little 
James,” Gordon would say. “A 
fine strong engine like me has 


something to talk about. Tm the only engine who can pull the Express. When 
l'm not there, thev need two engines. Think of that! 

“ve pulled expresses for vears, and have never once lost my way. I seem 
to know the right line by insúnct.” said Gordon proudly. Every wise engine 
knows, of course, that the Signalman works the points to make engines run on 
the right lines. but Gordon was so proud that he had forgotten. 

“Wake up. James.” he said 
next morning. “iés nearly time 
lor the Express. What are vou 
doing? - Odd jobs? Ah well! We 
all have to begin somewhere. 
don't we? Run along now and 
get my coaches - don't be late 
now,” 

James went to get Gordon's 


coaches. Thev were now all 


shining with lovely new paint. 
He was careful not to bump them, and they followed him smoothly into the 


station singing happilv. “We're going away. we're going away.” 
“I wish was going with vou,” said James. “I should love to pull the 


Express and go flving along the line.” 
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He left them in the station 
and went back to the yard, just 
as Gordon with much noise and 
blowing of steam backed on to 
the train. 

The Fat Controller was on 
the train with other Important 
People, and, as soon as they 
heard the Guard's whistle, 
Gordon started. 

“Look at me now! Look at 


me now!” he puffed, and the coaches glided after him out of the station. 


“Poop poop poo poo 
poop! — Good-bye little James! 
See you tomorrow.” 

James watched the train 
disappear round a curve, and 
then went back to work. He 
pushed some trucks into their 
proper sidings and went to fetch 
the coaches for another train. 

He brought the coaches to 
the platform and was just being 


uncoupled when he heard a 
mournful, quiet “Shush shush 
shush shush!” and there was 
Gordon trying to sidle into the 
station without being noticed. 

“Hullo, Gordon! ls it 
tomorrow?” asked James. 
Gordon didn't answer; he just 
let off steam feebly. 

“Did you lose your way, 
Gordon?” 
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”» he 
“No. it was lost for mc, 


«6 S 
answered crossly, od pres 
switched off the main ne 


nd 
the loop; I had to go all rou 


and back again.” a 
“Perhaps it was instinct, 
said James brightly. 
Meanwhile all the 
passengers hurried to the 
booking office. “We want our 
money back,” they shouted. 


Everyone was making a noise, but the Fat Controller climbed on a trolley 
and blew the Guard's whistle so loudly that they all stopped to look at him. 

Then he promised them a new train at once. 

“Gordon can't do it.” he said. “Will you pull it for us, James?” 

“Yes, sir, T']] rl 

So James was coupled on and everyone got in again. EA 

“Do your best, James,” said the Fat Controller kindly. Just then the whistle 


blew and he had to run to get in. 


“Come along, come alone,” PA 2 
di as aa” 


pulled James. pa 
“You're pulling us well! o. 
You're pulling us well.” sang the pe « 
coaches. - 
“Hurry, hurry, hurry;” 
pufled James. 


Stations and bridges flashed 
by, the passengers leaned out of 
the windows and cheered, and 
they soon reached the terminus. : 

Everyone said “Thank you” to James. “Well done,” qa the Fat 
Controller. “Would you like to pull the Express sometimes? 

“Yes, please,” answered James happily. Yard 

Next day when James came by, Gordon was pushing trucks in the Yard. 
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“I like some quiet work for 
a change,” he said. “Pm 
teaching these trucks manners. 
You did well with those coaches 
I hear ... good, we'll show 
them!” and he gave his trucks a 
bump, making them cry, “Oh! 
Oh! Oh! Oh!” 

James and Gordon are now 
good friends. James sometimes 
takes the Express to give 


Gordon a rest. Gordon never talks about bootlaces, and they are both quite 
agreed on the subject of trucks! 


Perry 
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Tank Engine Thomas Again 


THE REV. W. AWDRY 
with illustrations by 


C. REGINALD DALBY 


DEAR FRIENDS, 

Here is news from Thomas” branch line. It is clearly 
no ordinary line, and life on it is far from dull. 

Thomas asks me to say that, if you are ever in the 
Region, you must be sure to visit him and travel on his 
line. “They will have never seen anything like it,” he 
says proudly. 

I know I haven't! 

THE AUTHOR 


Pe THOMAS COMPLETE COLLECTION —— MOL Mp 


Thomas and the Guard 


THOMAS the Tank Engine 1s 
very proud of his branch line. 
He thinks it is the most 
important part of the whole 
railway. 

He has two coaches. They 
are old, and need new paint, 
but he loves them very much. 
He calls them Annie and 
Clarabel. Annie can only take 
passengers, but Clarabel can 


take passengers, luggage and the Guard. 

As hey run backwards and forwards along the line, Thomas sings them 
litle songs, and Annie and Clarabel sing too. 

When Thomas starts from a station he sings, “Oh, come along! We're ! 
rather late. Oh, come along! We're rather late.” And the coaches sing, “We're 
coming along, we're coming | 
along.” 

They don't mind what 
Thomas says to them because 
hey know he is trying to please 
the Fat Controller; and they 
know, too, that if Thomas is 
cross. he is not cross with them. 

He is cross with the engines 
on the Main Line who have 
made him late. 

One day they had to wait for Henry's train. It was late. Thomas was 
getting crosser and crosser. “How can 1 run my line properly if a 
always late? He doesn't realize that the Fat Controller depends on ME,” and 
he whistled impatiendy. 

At last Henry came. 
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“Where have you been, 
lazybones?” asked Thomas 
crossly. 

“Oh dear, my system is out 
of order; no one understands 
my case. You don't know what 
[ sufter,” moaned Henry. 

“Rubbish!” said Thomas, 


“you're too fat; you need 
exercise!” 


Lots of people with piles of 
luggage got out of Henry's 
train, and they all climbed into 
Annie and Clarabel. Thomas 
had to wait till they were ready. 
At last the Guard blew his 
whistle, and Thomas started at 
once. 

The Guard turned round to 
jump into his van, tripped over 
an old lady's umbrella, and fell flat on his face. 

By the time he had picked himself up, Thomas and Annie and Clarabel 
were steaming out of the station. 

“Come along! Come 
along!” puffed Thomas, but 
Clarabel didn't want to come. 
“Pve lost my nice Guard, Pve 
lost my nice Guard,” she 
sobbed. Annie tried to tell 
Thomas “We haven't a Guard, 
we haven't a Guard,” but he 


was hurrying, and wouldn't 
listen. 


== 
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“Oh, come along? Oh, 
come along!” he puffed 
impatiently. 
pe Clarabel tried to 
put on their brakes, but they 
couldn't without the Guard. 

“Where is our Guard? 
Where is our Guard?” they 
cried. Thomas didnt stop till 
they came to a signal. 

“«Bother that signal!” said 


Thomas. “What's the matter?” ; PA 
“I don't know” said his Driver. “The Guard will tell us in a minute. 

They waited and waited, but the Guard didn't come. | 
“Peep peep peep peep! Where is the Guard?” whistled Thomas. | 
“We've left him behind.” sobbed Annie and Clarabel together. ¡Eme | 

Driver, the Fireman and the passengers looked, and there was the Guard 

running as fast as he could along the line, with his flags in one hand and his 

whistle in the other. 

Evervbody cheered him. He 
was very hot, so he sat down 
and had a drink and told them 
all about it. 


“Tm very sorry, Mr 
Guard,” said Thomas. 


“It wasn't vour fault. 


Am rm sm 


Thomas: it was the old lady's 
umbrella. Look. the signal is 


down: let's make up for lost 
time.” ; 

Annie and Clarabel were so pleased to have their Guard again, that they 
sang, “As fast as you like, as fast as you like!” to Thomas, all the way, and they 


reached the end of the line quicker than ever before. 


o 
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Thomas goes Fishing 


T'HOMAS” branch line had a 
station by a river. As he 
rumbled over the bridge, he 
would see people fishing, 
Sometimes they stood quietly 
by their lines; sometimes they 
were actually jerking fish out of 
the water. 

Thomas often wanted to 
stay and watch, but his Driver 
said, “No! what would the Fat 
Controller say if we were late?” 


Thomas thought it would be lovely to stop by the river. “I should like to 
go fishing,” he said to himself longingly. 


Every time he met another 
engine he would say “I want to 
fish.” They all answered 
“Engines don't go fishing,” 

“Silly stick-in-the-muds!” he 
would snort impatiently. 

Thomas generally had to 
take in water at the station by 
the river. One day he stopped as 
usual, and his Fireman put the 
pipe from the water tower in his 
tank. Then he turned the tap, but it was out of order and no water came. 

“Bother!” said Thomas, “I am thirsty.” “Never mind,” said his Driver, 
“we'll get some water from the river.” 

They found a bucket and some rope, and went to the bridge, then the 
Driver let the bucket down to the water. 

The bucket was old, and had five holes, so they had to fill it, pull it up, 
and empty it into Thomas” tank as quickly as they could. 
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“There's a hole in my 
> : y] 
bucket, dear Liza, dear Liza, 


sang the Fireman. 
“Never mind about luiza;” 


said the Driver, “you empty that 
bucket, before you spill the 
water over me!” 

They finished at last. 
“That's good! That's good!” 
pufled Thomas as he started, 
and Annie and Clarabel ran 


happily behind. 

They puffed along the 
valley, and were in the tunnel 
when Thomas began to feel a 
pain in his boiler, while steam 
hissed from his safety valve in 
an alarming way. 

“There's too much steam,” 
said his Driver, and his Fireman 
opened the tap in the feed pipe, 


to let more water into the boiler, 


but none came. 


“Oh, dear,” groaned 
Thomas, “I'm going to burst! 
'm going to burst!” 

They damped down his fire, 
and struggled on. 

“I've got such a pain, Pve 
got such a pain,” Thomas 
hissed. 

Just outside the last station 
they stopped, uncoupled Annie 
and Clarabel and ran Thomas, 
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who was still hissing fit to burst, on a siding right out of the way. 

| Then while the Guard telephoned for an Engine Inspector, and the 
Fireman was putting out the fire, the Driver wrote notices in large letters 
which he hung on Thomas in front and behind, “DANGER! KEEP AWAY.” 

Soon the Inspector and the 
Fat Controller arrived. “Cheer 
up, Thomas!” they said. “We'll 
soon put you right.” 

The Driver told them what 
had happened. “So the feed 
pipe is blocked,” said the 
Inspector. “Pll just look in the 
tanks.” 

He climbed up and peered 
in, then he came down. “Excuse 


me, Sir,” he said to the Fat Controller, “please look in the tank and tell me 
what you see.” 


“Certainly, Inspector.” He clambered up, looked in and nearly fell off 
in surprise. 

“Inspector,” he whispered, “can Jou see fish?” 

“Gracious goodness me!” said the Fat Controller, “how did the fish get 
there, Driver?” 

Thomas” Driver scratched 
his head, “We must have fished 
them from the river,” and he 
told them about the bucket. 

The Fat Controller laughed, 
“Well, Thomas, so you and 
your Driver have been fishing, 
but fish don't suit you, and we 
must get them out.” 

So the Driver and the 
Fireman fetched rods and nets, and they all took turns at fishing in Thomas” 
tank, while the Fat Controller told them how to do it. 
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When they had caught all 
the fish, the Staionmaster gave 
them some potatocs, the Driver 
borrowed a frying-pan, while 
the Fireman made a fire beside 
he line and did the cooking. 

Then they all had a lovely 
picnic supper of fish and chips. 

“That was good,” said the 
Fat Controller as he finished his 
share, “but fish don't suit you, 


Thomas, so you mustn't do it again.” 


“No. Sir, I won't.” said Thomas sadly, “engines don't go fishing, 1Us too 


uncomífortable.” 


e 
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Thomas, Terence and the Snow 


AUTUMN was changing the 
leaves [rom green to brown. 
The fields were changing too, 
[from yellow stubble to brown 
earth. 

As Thomas pufled along, he 
heard the “chug chug chug” of 
a tractor at work. 

One day, stopping for a 
signal, he saw the tractor close by. 
“Hullo!” said the tractor, 

“Pm Terence; Pm ploughing,” 

“Pm Thomas, Pm pulling a train. What ugly wheels you've got.” 


“They're not ugly, they're caterpillars,” said Terence. “I can go anywhere; 
T don't need rails.” 


“I don't want to go 
anywhere,” said Thomas hufhly, 
“T like my rails, thank you!” 

Thomas often saw Terence 
working, but though he whisted, 
Terence never answered. 

Winter came, and with it 
dark heavy clouds full of snow. 

“I don't like it,” said 
Thomas' Driver. “A heavy fall is 


dai E coming. 1 hope it doesnt stop us.' 
“Pooh!” said Thomas, secing the snow melt on the rails, “soft stuff. 
nothing to it!” And he puffed on feeling cold, but confident. 

They finished their journey safely; but the country was covered, and the 
rails were two dark lines standing out in the white snow. 


“You'll need your Snow Plough for the next journey, Thomas,” said his 
Driver. 
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“Pooh! Snow is silly soft 
sul itwon't stop me.” 

“Listen to me,” his Driver 
replied, “we are going to fix 
your Snow Plough on, and Í 
want no nonsense, please.” 

The Snow Plough was 
heavy and uncomlortable and 
made Thomas cross. He shook 
it. and he banged it and when 
they got back it was so damaged 


that the Driver had to take it off. 

“You're a very naughty 
engine,” said his Driver. as he 
shut the shed door that night. 

Next morning, both Driver 
and Fireman came early and 
worked hard to mend the Snow 
Plough: but they couldn't make 
1 ft properly. 


ltwas time for the first 


tra. Thomas was pleased, “1 
shan't have to wear it, I shan't have to wear it.” he pufled to Annie and 
Clarabel. ) 

“1 hope its all right, 1 hope it's all right.” they whispered anxiously to 
cach other. 

The Driver was anxious, too. “Its not bad here.” he said to the Fireman, 
“but its sure to be deep in the valley.” 

ltwas showing again when Thomas started, but the rails were not covered. 

“Silly soft stuff! Silly soft stufT!” he pulfed. “I didn't need that stupid old 
Uhing yesterday: | shan't today. Snow can't stop me,” and he rushed into the 
tunnel, thinking how clever he was. 

At the other end he saw a heap of snow fallen from the sides of the 
cutting. 


66 
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“Silly old snow,” said 
Thomas, and charged it. 

“Cinders and ashes!” said 
Thomas, “Pm stuck!” — and he 
was! 

“Back! Thomas, back!” said 
his Driver. Thomas tried. but 
his wheels spun, and he couldn't 
move. 


More snow fell and piled up 
round him. 

The Guard went back for 
help, while the Driver, Fireman 
and passengers tried to dig the 
snow away; but, as fast as they 
dug, more snow slipped down 
until Thomas was nearly 
buried. 

“Oh, my wheels and 
coupling rods!” said Thomas 
sadly, “I shall have to stop here 

- till Pm frozen. What a silly 
engine | am,” and Thomas began to cry. 

At last, a tooting in the 
distance told them a bus had 
come for the passengers. 

Then Terence chugged 
through the tunnel. 

He pulled the empty 
coaches away, and came back for 
Thomas. Thomas' wheels were 
clear, but still spun helplessly 
when he tried to move. 

Terence tugged and slipped, “1 


Sara 
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as into the tunnel. 
and slipped and tugged, and at last dragged a errroedan 
“Thank you, Terence, your caterpillars are splendid, 
gratefullv. | | 
| | s," said hi 'er severely. 
“T hope you'll be sensible now, Thomas,” said his Driver y. 


“Pll try” said Thomas, as he pulled home. 
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Thomas and Bertie 


ONE day Thomas was waiting 
at the junction, when a bus 
came into the Yard. 

“Hullo!” said Thomas, 
“who are you?” 

“I'm Berue, who are you?” 

“Pm Thomas; Í run this 
line.” 

“So you're Thomas. Ah — I 


remember now, you stuck in the 


snow, 1 took your passengers and Terence pulled you out. Pve come to help 
you with your passengers today.” 


“Help me!” said Thomas crossly, going bluer than ever and letting off 
steam. “Í can go faster than you.” 

“You can't.” 

“can.” 


“Pll race vou,” said Berue. 

Their Drivers agreed. The 
Stauonmaster said. “Are you 
ready? — Go!” and they were of. 

Thomas never could go fast 
at first, and Bere drew in front. 
Thomas was running well but 
he did not hurry. 

“Why dont you go fast? 
Why dont you go fast?” called 


Anme and Clarabel anxiously. 
“Wait and see, wait and see.” hissed Thomas. 


“He's a long way ahead, a long way ahead,” they wailed. but Thomas 
didn't mind. He remembered the level crossing. 


There was Bertie fuming at the gates while they sailed gaily through. 
“Goodbye, Bertie,” called Thomas. 
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S y The road left the railway 
and went through a village, so 
thev couldn't see Berue. 


“Pecp pip peep! Quickly, 
please!” called Thomas. 
Everybody got out quickly, the 
Guard whisded and ofl they 
went. 

“Come along! Come 


along!” sang Thomas. 


“We're coming along! We're coming along!” sang Annie and Clarabel. 

“Hurry! Hurry! Hurry!” panted Thomas, looking straight ahead. 

Then he whisted shrillv in horror. for Bertie was crossing the bridge over 
the railway, tooting triumphandy on his horn! 

“Oh, deary me! Oh. deary 
me!” groaned Thomas. 

“He's a long way in front. a 
long wav in front.” wailed 
Annie and Clarabel. 

“Steady. Thomas.” said his 
Driver, “we'll beat Bertie vet.” 

“We'll beat Bertie vet: we'll 
beat Bertie yet.” echoed Annie 
and Clarabel. 

“We'll do it: we'll do it.” 
panted Thomas bravely. “Oh, bother, there's a station.” 

As he stopped, he heard a toot. 

“Goodbye, Thomas, you must be tired. Sorry 1 can't stop, we buses have 
to work you know. Goodbye!” 

l'he next station was by the river. They got there quickly, but the signal 
Was up. 

“Oh, dear.” thought Thomas, “we've lost!” 

But he felt beuer after a drink. Then James rawled through with a goods 
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Thev stopped at the station. 
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tram, and the signal dropped, 
showing the line was clear 

“Hurrah, we're off! 
Hurrah, we're o(F!” pufled 
Thomas gaily. 

As they rumbled over the 
bridge they heard an impatient 
“Toot, Toot,” and there was 
Bertic waiting at the red light, 
while cars and lorries crossed 
the narrow bridge in the 
opposite direction. 


Road and railway ran up 
the valley side by side, a stream 
tumbling between. 

Thomas had not crossed 
the bridge when Bertie started 
with a roar, and soon shot 
ahead. Excited passengers in 
train and bus cheered and 
shouted across the valley. Now 
Thomas reached his full speed 
and foot by foot, yard by yard 


he gained, till they were 
running level. Bertie tried hard, 
but Thomas was too fast; slowly 
but surely he drew ahead, till 
whistling triumphantly he 
plunged into the tunnel, leaving 
Bertie toiling far behind. 

“Pve done it! Pve done it,” 
panted Thomas in the tunnel. 

“We've done it, hooray! 


We've done it, hooray!” chanted 


E, PAE 
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Anme and Clarabel: and whistling proudly, they w hooooshed out of the 
tunnel imto the last station. 

Fhe passengers gave Thomas “three cheers” and told the 
and the porters all about the race. When Berue came in they gave 


cheers” too. 


Stationmaster 
him “three 


“Well done. Thomas.” said Bertic. “That was fun, but to beat vou over 


that hill T should have to grow wings and be an aeroplane.” 
Thomas and Berue now 


keep each other very busy. 
Bertie finds people in the 
villages who want to gO by 
train. and takes them to 
Thomas: while Thomas brings 
people to the station for Berte 
to take home. 

Thev often talk about their 
race. But Bertie's passengers 
don't like being bounced like 
about what 


peas in a frying-pan! And the Fat Controller has warned Thomas 
happens to engines who race at dangerous speeds. 
So although (between vou and me) they would like to have another race, 


I don't think thev ever will. 
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Troublesome Engines 


THE REV W. AWDRKY 
wuh dlustrations by 


C. REGINALD DALBY 


DEAR FRIENDS, 

News from the Line has not been good. The Fat 
Controller has been having trouble. A short while ago he 
gave Henry a coat of green paint; but as soon as he got his 
old colour back again, Henry became conceited. Gordon 
and James, too, have been Getting Above Themsclves. 

l am glad to say, however, that the Fat Controller has, 
quite kindly but very firmly, put them In Their Place; and 
the trains are running as usual. 

I hope you will like meeting Percy; we shall be hearing 
more of him later. 


THE AUTHOR 
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Henry and the Elephant 


HENRY and Gordon were lonely 
when Thomas left he Yard to 
run his branch line. They 
missed him very much. 

They had more work to do. 
Thev couldn't wait in the Shed 
till itwas time, and find their 
coaches at the platform; they 
had to fetch them. They didn't 
like that. 

Edward sometimes did odd 


jobs, and so did James, but James soon started grumbling too. The Fat 
Controller kindly gave Henry and Gordon new coats of paint (Henry chose 
green, but thev sull grumbled dreadfullv. 

“We get no rest, we get no rest.” thev complained as they clanked about 
the Yard; but the coaches only laughed. 

“Yow're lazy and slack. vou're lazy and slack,” they answered in their 
quiet, rude way. 

But when a Circus came to town. the engines forgot they were tired. They 
all wanted to shunt the special trucks and coaches. 

Thex were dreadfully jealous of James when the Fat Controller told him 
to pull the train when the 
Circus went away. 

However. Ue soon forgot 
about the animals as they had 
plena ol work to do. 

One morning Henry was 
told to take some workmen to a 
tunnel which was blocked. 

He grumbled awav to find 


two trucks to carrv ie 


workmen and their tools. 
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“Pushing trucks! Pushing 
trucks!” he muttered in a sulky 
sort of way. 

They stopped outside the 
tunnel, and tried to look through 
1t, but it was quite dark; no 
daylight shone from the other end. 

The workmen took their 
tools and went inside. 

Suddenly with a shout they 
all ran out looking frightened. 


“We went to the block and 
started to dig, but it grunted 
and moved,” they said. 

“Rubbish,” said the 
foreman. 
da a “I's not rubbish, it's big 


A * . * * 
'/S and alive; we're not gomg in 
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there again.” 

“Right,” said the foreman, 
“Pll ride in a truck and Henry 
shall push it out.” 

“Wheecesh,” said Henry unhappily. He hated tunnels (he had been shut 
up in one once), but this was worse; something big and alive was inside. 

“Pecp peep peep pip pip pee — eep!” he whistled, “1 don't want to go in!” 

“Neither do 1,” said his Driver, “but we must clear the line.” 


“Oh dear! Oh dear!” puffed Henry as they slowly advanced into the 
darkness. 


BUM P———————— 1!!! 

Henry's Driver shut ofl' steam at once. 

“Help! Help! We're going back,” wailed Henry, and slowly moving out 
into the daylight came first Henry, then the trucks, and last of all, pushing 
hard and rather cross, came a large clephant. 


“Well I never did!” said the foreman. “1's an clephant from the Circus.” 
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Henrv's Driver put on his 
brakes, and a man ran to 
telephone for the keeper. 

The clephant stopped 
pushing and came towards them, 
They gave him some sandwiches 
and cake, so he forgot he was 
cross and remembered he was 
hungry. He drank three buckets 
of water without stopping, and 


was just goimg to drink another 
when Henry let off steam. 

he elephant jumped, and 
“hoo vosh”. he squirted 
the water over Henry bv mistake. 

Poor Henrv! 

When the keeper came, the 
workmen rode home happilv in 
the trucks, laughing at their 
adventure, but Henry was very 


CTOSs, 
“An elephant pushed me! an elephant hooshed me!” he hissed. 
He was sulky all day, and his 


coaches had an uncomífortable 


time. 
In the Shed he told Gordon 


and James about the elephant, 
and Í am sorry to say that 
instead of laughing and telling 
him not to be silly, they looked 
sad and said: 

“You poor engine, you have 


been badly treated.” 
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Tenders and Turntables 


The Big Stations al both ends 
of the line each have a 
turntable. The Fat Controller 
had them made so that Edward, 
Henry, Gordon and James can 
be turned round. Tb 1s | 
dangerous for Tender Engines 
to go fast backwards. Tank 
Engines like Thomas don 1 need 
turntables; they can go just as 
well backwards as forwards. 

But if you had heard Gordon talking a short while ago, you would have 


> , . . ñ a : / wW 
thought that the Fat Controller had given him a tender just to show ho 
important he was. 


“You don't understand. 
little Thomas,” said Gordon. 
“we Tender Engines have a 
position to kecp up. You haven't 
a Tender and that makes a 
difference. lt doesn't matter 
where _you go, but We are 
Important, and for the Fat 
Controller to make us shunt 


trucks, fetch coaches, and go on AA 
some of those dirty sidings it's ¡Ús well ¡ús not the Proper Thing, 
And Gordon pufled away in a dignificd manner. 
Thomas chuckled and went of" with Annie and Clarabel. 
Arrived at the Terminus, Gordon waited till all the passengers had got out; 
then, groaning and grumbling, he shunted the coaches to another platlorr, 
“Disgraceful! Disgraceful!” he hissed as he ran backwards to he ere 
The turntable was in a windy place close to the sea. It was only just big 
enough for Gordon, and if he was not on it just right, he put it out of 
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balance. and made it difficult to 
turn. 

Today. Gordon was in a 
bad temper, and the wind was 
blowing fiercely. 

His Driver tried to make 
him stop in the right place; 
backwards and forwards they 
went. but Gordon wasn't trying. 

At last Gordon's Driver gave 
itup. The Fireman tried to turn 


the handle. but Gordon's weight and the strong wind prevented him. The 


Driver. some platelavers, and the 
Fireman all tried together. 

“T's no good.” they said at 
last, mopping their faces, “your 
tender upsets the balance. 1 
vou were a nice Tank Engine, 
vou d be all right. Now you'll 
have to pull the next train 
backwards.” 


Gordon came to the 


platform. Some lite boys 
shouted, “Come on quick, 


here's a new Tank Engine.” 
“What a swiz!” they said, 
when they came near, “it's only 
Gordon, back to front.” 
Gordon hissed emotionally. 
He pufled to the junction. 
“Hullo!” called Thomas, 
“playing Tank Engines? 
Sensible engine! Take my 
advice, scrap your tender and 
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have a nice bunker instead.” 
Gordon snorted, but didn't answer. Even James laughed when he saw 
him. “Take care.” hissed Gordon, “you might stick too.” 
“No fear,” chuckled James, “I'm not so fat as you.” 


“I mustntt stick,” thought James anxiously, as he ran to the turntable later. 
He stopped on just the right 


place to balance the table. It 
could now swing casily. His 
Fireman turned the handle... 
James turned ... much too 
easily! The wind puffed him 
round like a top. He couldn't 
stop!:. ..: 

At last the wind died down, 
and James stopped turning, but 
not before Gordon, who had 
been turned on the loop line, had seen him. 


“Well! Well!” he said, “are you playing roundabouts?” 

Poor James, feeling quite giddy, rolled off to the Shed without a word. 

That night the three engines had an “indignation meeting”. 

“It's shameful to treat Tender Engines like this! Henry gets *hooshed' by 
elephants; Gordon has to go backwards and people think he's a Tank Engine. 
James spins round like a top, 
and everyone laughs at us. And 
added to that, the Fat 
Controller makes us shunt in 
dirty sidings. Ugh ———- ! P” 
said all three engines together. 

“Listen,” said Gordon. ... 
He whispered something to the 
others: “We'll do it tomorrow. 


The Fat Controller 10// look 
silly!” 


MO duos 


PR To Core Cone cTióNn 900 Ara e 


Trouble in the Shed 


Tue Fat Controller sat in his 
office and listened. The Fat 
Controller frowned and said, 
“Whata nuisance passengers 
are! How can I work with all 
this noise?” 

The Stationmaster knocked 
and came in, looking worried. 

“There's trouble in the 
Shed, Sir. Henry is sulking; there 
is no train, and the passengers 


are saying this is a Bad Railway.” 
“Indeed!” said the Fat Controller. “We cannot allow that. Will you quieten 
the passengers, please: 1 will go and speak to Henry.” 
He found Henry. Gordon and James looking sulky. 
“Come along, Henry.” he 


AORTA, 
La 
TTTREd ATA 


said, “IL 1s time your train was 
ready.” 

“Henrv's not going,” said 
Gordon rudely. 

“We ¿001 t shunt like 
Common Tank Engines. We are 
Important Tender Engines. You 


Y 


Ya:sd Y 


ferch our coaches and we will 


pull them. Tender Engines dont 


shunt,” and all three engines let 
off steam in a checky way. 

“Oh indeed,” said the Fat Controller severely. “We'll see about that; 
engines on My Railway do as they are told.” 

He hurried away, climbed into his car and drove to find Edward. 

“The Yard has never been the same since Thomas left,” he thought sadly. 


Edward was shunung. 


f 
00 
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“Leave those trucks please, 
Edward; 1 want you to push 
coaches for me in the Yard.” 

“Thank you, Sir, that will 
be a nice change.” 


| 
| 


“That's a good engine,” 
said the Fat Controller kindly, 
“ofT' you go then.” 

So Edward found coaches 
lor the three engines, and that 
day the trains ran as usual. 


But when the Fat Controller 
a | a came next morning, Edward 
looked unhappy. 

Gordon came clanking past, 
hissing rudely. “Bless me!” said 
the Fat Controller. “What a 
noise!” 

“They all hiss me, Sir,” 
answered Edward sadly. “They 
say Tender Engines dont shunt, 
and last night they said 1 had 


black wheels. I haven't. have L Sir?” 


“No, Edward, you have nice 
blue ones, and Pm proud of 
you. Tender Engines do shunt, 
but all the same yow'd be 
happier in your own Yard. We 
need a Tank Engine here.” 

He went to an Engine 
Workshop, and they showed 
him all sorts of Tank Engines. 
There were big ones, and lite 
ones; some looked happy, and 
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some sad, and some looked at him anxiously, hoping he would choose them. 

At last he saw a smart lite green engine with four wheels. 

“That's the one,” he thought. 

“If T choose you, will you work hard?” 

“Oh Sir! Yes Sir!” 

“That's a good engine; Pll call you Percy.” 

“Yes Sir! Thank you Sir!” said Percy happily. 

So he bought Percy and 
drove him back to the Yard. 

“Edward,” he called, 
“here's Percy: will you show him 
everything?” 

Percy soon learned what he 
had to do, and they had a 
happy afternoon. 

Once Henry came by 
hissing as usual. 

“Whee cesh!” said 
Percy suddenly; Henry jumped and ran back to the Shed. 

“How beautifully you wheeshed him,” laughed Edward. 


like that.” 
“Oh!” said Percy modestly, 


“that's nothing; you should hear 
them in the workshop. You have 
to wheesh loudly to make 
yourself heard.” 

Next morning T'homas 
arrived. “The Fat Controller 
sent for me; I expect he wants 
help,” he said importandy to 


“] cant wheesh 


Edward. 


“Sh! Sh! Here he comes.” 
“Well done Thomas; you've been quick. Listen, Henry, Gordon and Jfames 


are sulkine; they say they won't shunt like Common Tank Engines. So 1 have 
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shut them up, and I want you both to run the line.” 


“Common Tank Engines indeed!” snorted Thomas. “We'll show them. 


” said the Fat Controller. 
answered Percy excitedly. 


“And Percy here will help too,” 

“Oh Sir! Yes Sir! Please Sir!” 

Edward and Thomas 
worked the line. Starting at 
Opposite ends, they pulled the 
trains, whistling cheerfully to 
cach other as they passed. 

Percy sometimes puffed 
along the branch line. Thomas 
was anxious, but both Driver 
and Guard promised to take 
care of Annie and Clarabel. 

There were fewer trains, but 


the passengers didn't mind; they knew the three other engines were having a 
Lesson. 


Henry, Gordon and James stayed shut in the Shed, and were cold, lonely 
and miserable. They wished now they hadn't been so silly. 


— 83 — 


PL Tio tas ComPLETE CoLLECTION 4000 Arun Al 


Percy Runs Away 


HENRY, Gordon and James were shut up for several days. At last the Fat 
Controller opened the Shed. 


“I hope you are sorry, he 
said sternly, “and understand 
vou are not so important after 
all. Thomas, Edward and Percy 
have worked the Line very 
nicely. They need a changc, and 
I will let you out if you promise 
to be good.” 

“Yes Sir!” said the three 
engines, “we will.” 

“That's right, but please 
remember that this 'no shunting' nonsense must stop.” 

He told Edward, Thomas and Percy that they could go and play on the 
Branch Line for a few days. 

They ran of happily and found Annie and Clarabel at the junction. The 
two coaches were so pleased to see Thomas again, and he took them for a run 
at once. Edward and Percy 
played with trucks. e 

“Stop! Stop! Stop!” 
sereamed the trucks as they 


were pushed into their proper 


sidings, but the two engines 
laughed and went on shunting 
ull the trucks were tuidily 
arranged. 


Next. Edward took some 


empty trucks to the Quarry, and 
Percy was left alone. 

Percy didn't mind that a bit; he liked watching trains and being cheeky to 
the engines. 
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“Hurry! Hurry! Hurry!” he RT 5 
would call to them. Gordon, 
Henry and James got very cross! 
After a while he took some 
trucks over the Main Line to 
another siding. When they were 
tidy, he ran on to the Main Line 
again, and waited for the 
Signalman to set the points so 


that he could cross back to the 
Yard. 


Edward had warned Percy: 
“Be careful on the Main Line; 
whistle to tell the Signalman 
you are there.” But Percy didn't 
remember to whistle, and the 
Signalman was so busy, and 
forgot Percy. 

Bells rang in the signal box; 
the man answered, saying the 
line was clear, and set the 
signals for the next train. 
ere still against him. He looked 


Percy waited and waited; the points w 
along the Main Line ..... “Peep! 
Peep!” he whistled in horror for, 
rushing straight towards him, 
was Gordon with the Express. 

“Poop poop poo-poo- 
poop!” whistled Gordon. His 
Driver shut off steam and 
applied the brakes. 

Percy's Driver turned on 
full steam. “Back Percy! Back!” 
he urged; but Percy's wheels 
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wouldn't turn quickly. Gordon was coming so fast that it seemed he couldn't 

stop. With shut eyes Percy waited for the crash. His Driver and Fireman 

jumped out. | 
“Oo ooh e 


el 
er!” groaned Gordon. “Get out of my way. 
BEA : , . TS -W 
Percy opened his eyes: Gordon had stopped with Percy's buflers a few 
inches from his own. 


But Percy had begun to 
move. “I — won't — stay — here 
— P'I] — run — a — way,” he 
pufled. He was soon clear of 
the station and running as fast 
as he could. He went through 
Edward's station whistling 
loudly, and was so frightened 
that he ran right up Gordon's 
Hill without stopping. 

He was tired then, and 
wanted to stop, but he couldn't. ... he had no Driver to shut off steam and to 
apply the brakes. 

“1 shall have to run till my wheels wear out,” he thought sadly. “Oh dear! 
Oh dear!” 

*] want to — stop, Í 

want LO stop,” he 


puíled in a tired sort of way: 
He passed another signal 
box. “I know just what you 
want, lite Percy,” called the 
man kindly. He set the points, 
and Percy pufled wearily on to 


a nice empty siding ending in a 


big bank of earún. 

Percy was too tired now to care where he went. “] want to stop, 
] want to stop l —— have stopped!” he pufled thankfully, as 
his bunker buried itself in the bank. 
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“Never mind, Percy,” said 
the workmen as they dug him 
out, “you shall have a drink and 
some coal, and then you'll feel 
better.” 

Presently Gordon arrived. 

“Well done Percy, you 
started so quickly that you 
stopped a nasty accident.” 

“Pm sorry l was cheeky” 
said Percy, “you were clever to 
stop.” 


Percy now works in the Yard and finds coaches for the trains. He is still 


cheeky because he is that sort of engine, but he is always most careful when he 
goes on the Main Line. 


UH RAMEMAY SERIES NO 6 


Henry the Green Engine 


PHIL REV. W. AWDRY 


with illustrations by 


C, REGINALD DALBY 


DEAR FRIENDS, 

Here is more news from the Region. All the engines now 
have numbers as well as names; you will see them in the 
pictures. They are as follows: THOMAS 1, EDWARD 2, 

HENRY 3, GORDON 4, JAMES 5, PERCY 6. 

Then l expect you were sorry for Henry who was often ill 
and unable to work. He gave Sir Topham Hatt (who is, of 
course, our Fat Controller) a lot of worry. Now Henry has a 
new shape and is ready for anything. These stories tell you 
all about it. 


THE AUTHOR 


— OI. o boat 


Coal 


“1 SUTFER dreadfully, and no one cares.” 

“Rubbish, Henry” snorted James, “you don't work hard enough.” 

Henry was bigger than 
James, but smaller than 
Gordon. Sometimes he could 
pull trains; sometimes he had 
no strength at all. 

The Fat Controller spoke to 
him too. “You are to0 
expensive, Henry. You have had 
lots of new parts and new paint 
too, but they ve done you nO 
good. If we can't make you 
better, we must get another engine instead of you.” 


This made Henry, his Driver, and his Fireman very sad. 

The Fat Controller was waiting when Henry came to the platform. He 
had taken off his hat and coat, 
and put on overalls, 

He climbed to the footplate 
and Henry started. 

“Henry is a “bad steamer”,” 
said the Fireman. *I build up 
his fire, but it doesnt give 
enough heat.” 

Henry tried very hard, but 
it was no good. He had not 


enough steam, and they stopped 
outside Edward's station. 

“Oh dear!” thought Henry sadly, “I shall have to go away.” 

Edward took charge of the train. Henry stopped behind. 

“What do you think is wrong, Fireman?” asked the Fat Controller. 

The Fireman mopped his face. “Excuse me, Sir,” he answered, “but the 
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coal is wrong. We've had a poor 
lot lately, and today it's worse. 


The other engines can manage; 


they have big fireboxes. Henry's 
is small and can't make the 
heat. With Welsh coal he'd be a 
diflerent engine.” 

“It's expensive,” said the Fat 
Controller thoughtfully, “but 
Henry must have a fair chance. 
James shall go and fetch some.” 


When the Welsh coal came, 
Henry's Driver and Fireman 
were excited. 

“Now we'll show them, 
Henry old fellow!” They 
carefully oiled all his joints and 
polished his brass till it shone 
like gold. 

His fire had already been 
lit, so the Fireman “made 11” 


carefully. 

He put large lumps of coal like a wall round the outside. Then he covered 
the glowing middle part with 
smaller lumps. 

“You're spoiling my fire,” 
complained Henry. 

“Wait and see,” said the 
Fireman. “We'll have a roaring 
fire just when we want it.” 

He was right. When Henry 
reached the platform, the water 
was boiling nicely, and he had 
to let off steam, to show how 
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happy he was. He made such a noise that the Fat Controller came out to sec 
him 


“How are vou, Henn?” 

“Pip pecp pecp!” whisded Henry, +1 fecl fine!” 

“Have vou a good fire, Driver?" 

“Xever better Sir. and plenty of steam.” 

“No record breaking,” warned the Fat Controller, smiling. “Don't push 
him too hard.” 

"Henry wont need pushine, Sir: Fll have to hold him back.” 

Henry had a lovely day. He 
had never felt so well in his life. 
He wanted to go fast. but his 
Driver wouldn't let him. 
“Steady old fellon.” he would 
say. “there plenty of time.” 

They arrived early at the 
¡uncuon. 

"Where have you been, 
lazvbones?” asked Henry, when 


Thomas pulled in, “I cant wait 
for dawdling tank engines like vou! Goodbye!” 
“Whoooosh!” said Thomas to Annie and Clarabel as Henry disappeared, 
“have vou ever seen anyuiing like 112% 
Both Annie and Clarabel agreed that they never had. 
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The Flying Kipper 


LoTS of ships use the harbour at the Bi 


g Station by the sea. The passenger 
ships 


have spotless paint and shining brass. Other ships, though smaller and 
dirtier, are important too. They 


take coal, machinery and other 
things abroad, and bring back 
mcat, timber and things we 
need. 

Fishing boats also come 
there. They unload their fish on 
the quay. Some of it is sent to 
shops in the town, and some 
goes in a special train to other 
places far away. 


The railwaymen call this train “The Flying Kipper”. 
One winter evening Henry's Driver said: 
We've got to take “The Flying Kipper.” 


“We'll be out early tomorrow. 


“Don't tell Gordon,” he 
whispered, “but 1 think if we 
pull the “Kipper” nicely, the Fat 
Controller will let us pull the 
Express.” 

“Hurrah!” cried Henry, 
excited. “That will be lovely.” 

He was ready at 5 o'clock. 
There was snow and frost. Men 
hustled and shouted, loading 
the vans with crates of fish. The 
last door banged, the Guard showed his green lamp, and they were off. 

“Come on! Come on! dontbesilly! — dontbesilly!” puffed Henry to the 
vans, as his wheels slipped on the icy rails. 

The vans shuddered and groaned. “Trock, Trick, Trock, Trick; all right, 
all right,” they answered grudgingly. 


“Tha 
£ 5 better . 
, Uné mo ; 
rat 15 better,” pulled Henry more happily, 


stations, green sienal-lights 

showing as they passed. 

| hey were going well, the 

lighi grew better and a yellow 

signal appeared ahead. | 
“Distant signal — up,” 

thought Henry, “caution.” His 


Drive 
wer, shuttung off steam, 


prepared to stop, but the home 


sienal was down. “All clear. 


Henrv: awav we go 


a. 


TH MAS COMPLETE COLLECTION 


94 


as the train 


began to gather speed. 
Thick clouds of sn 
poured from his funnel 

and when his 


10ke and 


sicam 


into the cold ar; 


Fireman put on more coal, the 


fire's light shone brightly on the 
snow around. 

“Hurry, hurry, hurry,” 
panted Henry. 

They hooshed under 
bridges, and clattered through 


They couldn't know the 


from the main line to a 


points 
and that that 


siding were Írozen, 
sienal had been set al “danger.” 
A fall of snow had forced it 
down. 

A goods train waited in the 
siding to let “The flying 
Kipper” pass. The Driver and 
Fireman were drinking cocoa in 


the brake van. 
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The Guard pulled out his watch. “The “Kipper' is due,” he said. 
“Who cares?” said the Fireman. “This is good cocoa.” 

he Driver got up, “Come on Fireman, back to our engine.” 
“Hey!” the Fireman grumbled, “I haven't finished my cocoa yet.” 


A sudden crash — the brake van broke — the three men shot in the air like 
Jacks-in-the-box, and landed in 


the snow outside, 

Henry's Driver and the 
Fireman jumped clear before 
the crash. The Fireman fell 
head first into a heap of snow. 
He kicked so hard that the 
Driver couldn't pull him out. 

Henry sprawled on his side. 
He looked surprised. The goods 


train Fireman waved his empty 
mug, 


“You clumsy great engine! 
The best cup of cocoa l've ever 
had, and you bump into me 
and spill it all!” 

“Never mind your cocoa, 
Fireman,” laughed his Driver, 
“run and telephone the 
breakdown gang,” 

The gang soon cleared the 
line, but they had hard work 
lifting Henry to the rails. 


ee him. 
“The signal was down, Sir” said Henry nervously. 


“Cheer up, Henry! It wasn't your fault. Ice and snow caused the accident. 
l'm sending you to Crewe, a fine place for sick engines. They'll give you a new 


shape and a larger firebox. Then yow'll feel a different engine, and won't need 
special coal any more. Won't that be nice?” 
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Vos SI, sand Henr doubtfullw 
" Henry liked bemg at Crewe, 
but was glad to come home. 

A crowd of people waited 
to sec him arrive in his new 
shape. He looked so splendid 
and strong that they gave him 
three cheers. 

“Pecp pecp pippippeep! 
Thank you very much,” he 
whisded happily. 

lam sorry to say that a lot 
¡se they wait to sec Henry g0 by! 
e does it so well that 


of lite boys are often late for school becat 
Phey often see him pulling the Express: and h 


Gordon is jealous. But that is another story. 
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Gordon's Whistle 


GORDON was Cross. 

“Why should Henry have a 
new shape?” he grumbled. “A 
shape good enough for ME is 
good enough for him. He goes 
gallivanting off to Crewe, 
leaving us to do his work. It's 
disgraceful!” 

“And there's another thing, 
Henry whistles too much. No 

respectable engine ever whistles 
loudly at stations.” 


“It isn't wrong,” 

Poor Henry did 

“Never mind” 
whistling,” 


said Gordon, “but we just don't do it.” 
n't feel happy any more. 


whispered Percy, “Pm glad you are home again; I like your 


“Goodbye, Henry” called iS ... 
Gordon next morning as he left ¡ 
the Shed. “We are glad to have A 
you with us again, but be sure ) 
and remember what 1 said 7 PR 
about whistling,” MNAE 


a y 


y 


Later on Henry took a slow 
train, and presently stopped at 
Edward's station. 


“Hullo Henry” said > 
Edward, “you look splendid; 1 was pleased to hear your happy whistle 
yesterday.” 


“Thank you, Edward,” smiled Henry . ... “Sh Sh! Can you hear 
something?” 
Edward listened 


far away, but getting louder and louder, was the sound 
of an engine's whistle. 


— 91 — 


e THOMAS COMPLETE COLLECTION — 4008 Aru Spa 


pr “It sounds like Gordon,” 

q BOS e said Edward, “and it ought to 
= | be Gordon, but Gordon never 
whistles like that.” 

It wvas Gordon. 

He came rushing down the 
hill at a tremendous rate. He 
didn't look at Henry, and he 
didn't look at Edward; he was 
purple in the boiler, and 
whistling fit to burst. 

He screamed through the station and disappeared. 

“Well!!!” said Edward, looking at Henry. sa 

“It isn't wrong,” chuckled Henry, “but we just don't do it,” and he to 
Edward what Gordon had said. 

Mcanwhile Gordon screeched along the line. People came out of their 
houses, air-raid sirens started, 
five fire brigades got ready to go 
out, horses upset their carts, 
and old ladies dropped their 


parcels, 


At a Big Station the noise 
was awful. Porters and 
passengers held their ears. The 
Fat Controller held his ears OO; 
he gave a lot of orders. but no 
one could hear them, and 
Gordon went on whistling. At last he clambered into Gordon s cab. 

“Take him away,” he bellowed, “AND STOP THAT NOISE! 

Sull whistling, Gordon pufled sadly away. de ati] 

He whistled as he crossed the points; he whistled on the siding; he was : 


whistling as the last deafened passenger left the station. 108 d 
: 5 se : a > yy ya ( ) ac 7 e 
Then two fitters climbed up and knocked his whistle valve into | 
—— and there was SILENCE. 


== 
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Gordon slunk into the Shed, 0 A (e 


He was glad it was empty. ¿EN pA 
The others came in later. a AN 
“It isn't wrong,” murmured E AE 7 


Henry to no one in particular, 
“but we just don't do it.” 


No one mentioned whistles! 
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Percy and the Trousers 
ON cold mornings Percy often saw workmen wearing scarves. 

“My funnel's cold, my funnel's cold!” he would pulí: “I want a scarf, 1 
want a scarf.” 

“Rubbish, Percy,” said 
Henry one day, “engines don't 
want scarves!” 

“Engines with proper 
funnels do,” said Percy in his 
cheeky way. “You've only got a 
small one!” 

Henry snorted; he was 
proud of his short, neat funnel, 
Just then a train came in 
and Percy, still pulting “I want a scarf, I want a scarf,” went to take the 
coaches to their siding. 

His Driver always shut ofT 
steam just outside the station, 


and Percy would try to surprise 
the coaches by coming in as 
quietly as he could. 

1wo porters were taking 
some luggage across the line. 
They had a big load and were 
walking backwards, to see that 
none fell of! the trolley. 

Percy arrived so quietly that the porters didn't hear him till the trolley was 
on the line. The porters jamped clear. The trolley disappeared with a crunch. 


Boxes and bags burst in all directions. 

“Do voh e r!” groaned Percy and stopped. Sticky streams of 
red and yellow jam trickled down his face. A top hat hung on his lamp-1ron. 
Clothes, hats, boots, shoes, skirts and blouses stuck to his front. Á pair of 
striped trousers coled lovingly round his funnel. They were grey no longer! 


lbs story 1s adapted from one told by Mr €. Hamilton Ellis 1 The Trams Mé Loved 


We gratefully acknowledge hus permission to use 11 
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Angry passengers looked at their broken trunks. The Fat Controller seized 
the top hat. 


“Mine!” he said crossly. 

“Percy,” he shouted, “look 
at this.” 

| “Yes Sir, l am Sir” a muffled 

voice replied. 

“My best trousers too!” 

“Yes Sir, please Sir,” said 
Percy nervously. 

“I am very cross,” said the 
Fat Controller. “We must pay 
the passengers for their spoilt clothes. My hat is dented, and my trousers are 


is all because you will come into the station as if you were playing 
Grandmother's Steps” with the coaches ” 


The Driver unwound the 
trousers. 

The Fat Controller waved 
them away. 

“Percy wanted a scarf; he 
shall have my trousers for a 
scarf; they will keep him 
warm.” 

Percy wore them back to 
the Yard. 


He doesn't like scarves now! 
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Henry's Sneese 


» sun shone, the 
ONE lovely Saturday morning, Henry was puffing along. The sun 


hields were green, the birds sang; Henry had plenty of stean 


1 in his boiler, and 
he was fecling happy. 

“I feel so well, I feel so 
well,” he sang. 

“Trickety trock, Trickety 
trock.” hummed his coaches. 

Henry saw some boys on a 
bridge. 

“Peep! Peep! Hullo!” he 
whistled cheerfully. e 

“Peep! Peep! Peecep! a 

113 

called the next moment. “Oh! 


e idn' : 0: ed 
Oh! Oooh!” For the boys didn't wave and take his number; they dropp 


stones on him instead. 

They were silly, stupid boys 
who thought it would be fun to 
drop stones down his funnel. 
Some of the stones hit Henry's 
boiler and spoilt his paint; one 
hit the Fireman on the head as 
he was shovelling coal, and 
others broke the carriage 
windows. 

“It's a shame, iús a shame.” 
hissed Henry. 


“They ve broken our glass, they've broken our glass, 


* sobbed the coaches. 


ad, and 
The Driver opened the first-aid box, bandaged the Fireman's he 


planned what he was going to do. 


A pes cera were Durt 
They stopped the train and the Guard asked 1í any passengers w $ 
, á AP - Fireman's npe 
No one was hurt. but everyone was cross. They saw the Fireman Ss bur p 
head. and told him what to do for it. and they looked at Henry's paint. 
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“Call the Police,” they shouted 
“No!” said the Driver, 
lesson.” 


angrily. 
“leave it to Henry and me. We'll teach those lads a 


“What will you do?” they 
asked. 

“Can you keep a secre?” 

“Yes, yes,” they all said. 

“Well then,” said the 
Driver, “Henry is going to 
sneeze at them.” 

“What!” cried all the 
passengers. 

The Driver laughed. 


“Henry draws air in through his fire, 


and puffs it out with smoke and steam. 
When he puffs hard, the air blows ashes from his fire into his smokebox, and 
these ashes sometimes prevent 
him puffing properly. 

“When your nose is 
blocked, you sometimes sneeze. 
If Henry's smoke box is 
blocked, I can make air and 
steam blow the ashes out 
through his funnel. 

“We will do it at the bridge 
and startle those boys.” 


Henry puffed on to the 
terminus, where he had a rest. Then he took the train back. Lots of people 


were waiting at the station just before the bridge. They wanted to see what 
would happen. 

“Henry has plenty of ashes,” said the Driver. “Please keep all windows 
shut till we have passed the bridge. Henry is as excited as we are, aren't you 
old fellow?” and he patted Henry' boiler. 


Henry didn't answer; he was feeling “stufled up”, but he winked at his 
Driver, like this. 


— 103— 


BM Thomas COMPLETE COLLECTION 


Smoke and steam and ashes 
spouted from his funnel. They 
went all over the bridge, and all 
over the boys who ran away as 
black as soot. 

“Well done, Henry.” 
laughed his Driver, “they won't 
drop stones on engines again.” 

“Your coat is all black, but 
we'll rub you down and paint 
your seratches and you'll be as 


good as new tomorrow.” 
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The Guard's flag waved, his 
w. and they were off. 


whistle ble 
listance they saw 


Soon in the C 

the bridge. There were the 

bovs, and they all had stones. 
“Are you ready, Henry?” 


said his Driver. “Sneeze hard 
when 1 tell you. 
“xow!” he said, and turned 


the handle. p 
“Atisha Aisha Atishoooooh! 


Henry has never again 
sneezed under a bridge. The Fat 
Controller doesn't like it. His 
smoke box is always cleaned in 
the Yard while he is resting. 

He has now gone under 


more bridges than he can 
count: but from that day to this 


there have been no more boys 


with stones. 
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